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And thankefgknd now let vs towardes London* 

To iec our geutlc Queenc how flie poth fare, 
for by this(lhopc)ihehath a Sonne for vs. 

Exeunt Omnet* 

"V 'O r V ‘" r -*. t • :• ;; ’ • 

Enter G loFter to King Henrte in the T otycr. 

Glo . Good day my Loro. Wildcat your Booke fohardf 
Hen. 1 my good Lord. Lord Idhould fay,ratlierj 
Tib finne to barter, good was little better^ 

Good and good Diuell,wcre all alike. 

\Vbat icencol Death hath Rofm now to aft? 

(jio. Sufpition aJ wayes hauntes a guiltie minde. 

Hen . The birdc once iimde,doth feare the fatall bu(h, 
And Ithc hapleile made to one poore birde, 

Haue now the fatall obieft in mine eye. 

Where my poore young was limde,was caught and kilde. 

(Jlo. Wny what a foole was that of Greeted 
That taught his fonne the office of a.Birde, 

And yet for all chat, the poore fowle was drowne. 

Hen. I Dedalus, my poore fonne leans. 

Thy father Mmos^ that denide our courfe. 

Thy brother Edward, theSunne that learde his winges* 
And thou theenuious Gulfcthat fwallowcd him. 

Oh betterxan my bred abide thy daggers poynt, 

Then can mine cares that tragike hdtoric. 

Glo . Why, dolt thou thinke 1 am an executioner? 

Hen* A perfecuter I am fure thou art; 

And ifmurdermg Innocences be executions, 

T hen I know thou arc an executioner* 

Cjlo. Thy fonne 1 kilde for his preemption. 

Hen . Had'd thou bin kilde when firft thou didft prefume, 
Thou hadftnot liude tokdlafonneofmine: 

And thus I prophefie of thee; 

That many a Widdo wfor her Husbands deaths 
And many an Infants water (landing eye, 

Widdowes for their hu$batlde$ 5 children for their fathers, 
Shall curie the time that eucr thou wert borne* 


Tkc Owlc fhrike at thy birthj an euill figne* 
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T orke 7 Pttd H writ the Jlxt. 

The night-Crow cride,aboding lucklefle tunc. 

Podges houide,and hidious cempeftes flaooke down* trees, 
The ^auen rookt her on the Chimnies top, 

Andchatrering Pics indifraall difcord lung. 

Thy mother felt more then a mothers paine. 

And yet brought foorth lefle then a mothers hope,* 

To wit, an vndigeft created lumpe, 

Not like thefruiteof fuch a goodly tree; 

Teeth hadft thou in thy head when thou waft borne, 
Tofignifie thou camit to bite the worldet 
And it the reft be true that I haue heard, 

Thou camft into the world Hefiabs bin*. 

Glo. Die Prophet in thy fpeach,l!e hearc no more. 

For this, amongli the reft, was i ordaindc, 

Hen.l and tor much more il a ugh ter after this, 

0 God forgiuc my finncs,and pardon thee. He diu. 

Glo. What/ will the afpyring blood of Lwcafler 
Sinke into the groundPl had thought it would haue mounted 
See how my fword weepes for the poore Kings death. 

Now may fuch purple teares be si way es fhed, 

For fuch as feeke the downefall ofour houfc. 

If any fparke of life remaine in thee, 

Stabbeh tm againe. 

Downe,downe to hell, and Coy I lent thee thither, 

Ithat haue neither pittie,loue,nor feare: 

Indeed twas true that Hettrie tolde me of. 

For I haue often heard my mother fay. 

That 1 came into the worlde with my legges forward: 

And had 1 not reafon thinke you to make haftc. 

And feeke their ruines that viorpt our rights? 

The women wept, and the Midwife ende, 

0 Iefus blefle vs,heis borne with teeth. 

And fo I wasindeed : which plainely fignifidc. 

That I fliouldfnarle and bite, and play the dogge. 

Then fince Hcaucn hath made my body fo. 

Let Hell make^tookt my minde,to anfwcre it. 

1 had no father; 1 am like no father. 

I haue no brother; 1 am like no brothers. 

H 3. And 
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